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in the world but what one is. Our dignity must
look after itself, and the dignity that we claim
is worth nothing, especially if it is falsely claimed.
But even the meanest flower that blows may claim
to blossom as it can, and as indeed it must. In
the democracy of flowers, even the dandelion has a
right to a place, if it can find one, and to a vote,
if it can get one ; and even if it cannot, the wind
is kind to it, and floats its arrowy down far afleld,
by wood and meadow, and into the unclaimed
waste at last.